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Chapter I – The Dismissal of Borun Dyr
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The commander's office on the prison planet Faruk 13 was dimly lit. A cold amber glow seeped through reinforced slats, casting stretched shadows across the room. 

The silence was broken only by the impatient tapping of Harap Qua’s fingers on the ancient wooden desk. It was a rare luxury on a planet built from steel and regret.

Harap sat stiffly, staring at the door, jaw clenched, one mechanical eye flickering softly. Borun Dyr was late. He had already ignored the first summons, and that alone was enough to boil Qua’s blood. 

Now, with the second team of enforcers sent and a brutal message delivered: "Report now or I’ll arrest you and throw you among the prisoners into the pit with the lions.” Harap was no longer waiting. He was seething.

Finally, the door hissed open. Borun Dyr stepped inside without knocking. He walked directly to the chair across the desk from Harap and sat down, expression blank, without a word of permission. He didn’t care anymore:  not about protocol, not about appearances, and not about Harap Qua.

The commander let the silence hang for a few seconds, pretending to ignore the insult. Then, he spoke with a voice that started calmly but was heavy with venom. "Let’s recap, shall we?  Four years ago, you lost shamefully to that magnificent pilot, Tatu, from the outer systems. 

“Because of you, I lost more than just a million Gali in bets. I lost Mallu, his brother, one of my most valuable assets. The man was raking in a fortune for me." He paused, then barked, "And you didn’t even care!"

"I was tired. I had just come off a night shift," said Borun, shrugging.

"I don’t care!" Harap shouted, slamming his fists on the desk and leaning forward, spitting rage. "You could’ve warned me. I wouldn’t have placed the damn bet. At least I’d have kept the million!"

"Maybe I forgot," said Borun, his tone dry and disinterested.

"You FORGOT?!" Harap roared, his voice shaking the walls. His face turned crimson, veins popping at his temples. Then, slowly, he walked around the desk, his boots thudding ominously.

Borun didn’t move, but his right hand edged closer to the laser pistol at his belt. One wrong gesture, and he’d blow the commander's head off. He’d wanted to do it for years, ever since that humiliating loss had made him a joke in Qua’s eyes.

Harap came to a stop behind Borun and placed his hands firmly on the man’s shoulders. Then, unexpectedly calmly, he whispered, "And yesterday... You got drunk. You and two degenerates took a patrol ship and flew into the mountains, into an active battlefield. Three warships interfered in a local territorial skirmish. Idiots on the ground, fighting with swords and bows, while you had laser cannons. You killed them all."

"I didn’t like the imbalance," said Borun without emotion. "The cave fighters had rifles. The valley guys were throwing sticks. It felt... wrong."

Harap snorted. "Wrong. How noble of you." He began pacing again, then turned abruptly. "You had no idea, did you? I was up there, orbit-side, with the governor of Makabi. We had a bet. Three million Gali. 

“I backed the cave team. They were about to win." He paused, then growled, "And you slaughtered them all!" Then, more bitterly: "That smug bastard of a governor laughed, took his money, and left without even saying goodbye."

"I reset the zone," Borun replied coolly. "I'll rebuild the cave settlement. You’ll get your money back, eventually."

"You’ll rebuild nothing!" Harap snapped. "I’m done cleaning up your messes." He returned to his seat, stared Borun down for a long moment, then spoke coldly. "You were loyal once. I’ll give you that. And I made a fortune thanks to your brutality, but now, you're reckless, dangerous, useless."

He exhaled slowly, then added, "I'm not sending you to the pit, not today. Consider that a final favor, but you’re leaving this planet, now, permanently."

"Understood," Borun said. He rose from the chair without hesitation and walked out.

Outside, the steel winds of Faruk 13 swept across the yard as Borun stepped onto the launch pad. His gaze drifted to the dead horizon, ash-colored, jagged, forgotten by stars. He should have felt rage. He should have felt shame. Instead, he felt... clarity. His time here was over.

Far beyond the scorched plains of this cursed prison world, the galaxy still remembered a name: one that once carried weight, one that had become a whisper, and one that would soon be something else entirely. 

He looked up at the sky, jaw tightening. "Tatu," he whispered. The fire that had smoldered for years was still there. Only now, it was no longer buried beneath duty or shame. Now it had a purpose. The galaxy would soon remember Borun Dyr not as the man who lost a race but as the one who burned the stars in return.
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Chapter II – General Karnak
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The dining hall of the UNI High Command was massive, built of pale stone and reinforced glass, towering above the cliffs of Alma, a cold, mountainous moon orbiting the planet Uni. A roaring fire crackled at one end of the hall, casting shadows over walls lined with banners of conquest and maps of broken solar systems.

Mopp Hagga sat alone at the long ceremonial table, lit by the flickering orange of the flames. Before him, on a silver plate, lay a thick slice of palxer, a colossal beast resembling a woolly mammoth, which he had personally hunted down in the frozen spines of Alma's north ridge just days earlier.

He raised the meat to his mouth slowly, deliberately, chewing it with obvious pleasure. The silence in the hall was sacred until a sudden bang shattered it. The double doors burst open with force, slamming against the walls with a loud bang.

Three figures entered in a chaotic tangle: two sentries struggling to restrain a third man, General Karnak, whose face was flushed with panic and defiance. The guards were gripping his arms tightly, half-dragging him away from the threshold. All three froze under the heavy silence.

One of the guards, who was visibly shaken, spoke first. "Your Excellency... we tried to stop him... but he rushed through like a missile." 

Mopp didn’t look up. He calmly took another bite of meat, chewing it with infuriating patience. Only after wiping his lips with a velvet cloth did he speak. His
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